THE 


E P FF & O RE 


OF 


ARIS T AE 


TRANSLATED FROM THE FOURTH BOOK OF 


The GEORGICS of VIRGIL; — 


BY 


The Honorable Percy Clinton Smythe. 


— e Q mj % ⁵³w rx ts — — — 


Cupidum PATER OPTIME V2res 
% Deficiunt HOR. 


* Choſe too, to conſecrate his fav'rite ſtrain 
To Him, who graced by every liberal art 
That beſt might ſhine among the learned train, 
Vet more excelled in morals and in heart 
+ Whoſe equal mind cou'd fee vain fortune ſhower 
« Her flimſy favors on the fawning crew.” MASON. 
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To the Ricur HONORABLE and REVEREND, 


The VISCOUNT STRANGFORD, &c. &c. 


Tro' conſcious of my inability to expreſs in the 
manner 1 would wiſh my affectionate and grateful at- 
tachment to the beſt of Fathers, yet I cannot deny 
myſelf the heart- felt delight of aſſuring him of my 
moſt reſpectful duty, as the opportunity that now oc- 
curs of preſenting a TRANSLATION of part of the 
Fourth Georgic of Vikxc1t, induces me to ſolicit a 
continuance of that partiality which is my pride and 
boaſt.— I am but a young Poet, and therefore charmed 
to think, that one of my earlieſt productions is deſtined 
for the indulgent eye of a beloved Parent, and not 
the ſevere ſcrutiny of a Critic.—l conceive myſelf un- 
fortunate in the metre of this humble attempt, which 
is rather adapted to Elegiac than Narrative Poetry, but 
did not perceive my error 'till the Epiſode was nearly 
completed. —You who have always kindly guided my 
ſtudies, know that I am perfectly unacquainted with 
any 1ranſlation of my Favorite Bard, which will in 


1 
ſome degree apologize for the many inaccuracies with. 
which this attempt is replete. —Allow me again to be- 
ſpeak your protection and indulgence, and to thank 
you a thouſand times for the unwearied care and at- 
tention you have paid to my education, which has 
bi. never experienced any of the inconveniencies to which 
your limited income might have ſubjected me. May 
I have it in my power to repay by my improvement 
the beſt of Friends; and may the moſt indulgent of 
1 Fathers long continue to bleſs our little Circle, is the 
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4 | fervent wiſh of- 
Your very attached 
And dutiful Son, 
PERCY CLINTON SMYTHE- 


Dublin 


December 1ſt 1795. 


IE 
ht td 
— 


S O ‚ h/ N ͤ ̃ Rn 


Imagination oft depicts the ſcene 
That minſtrels tell of fam'd Parnaſſus' height, 
Whoſe ſacred ſprings, and groves for ever green 


Have oft (in fancy) charm'd mine eager ſight. 


And oft at eve, in many a raptur'd dream 

Have I each fav'rite of the Muſe ſurvey'd— 
— Or ſeated by Caſtalia's hallow'd ſtream, 

Or ſtretch'd at eaſe beneath ſome bow'ry ſhade. 


Thee too I ſaw—— far, far above the reſt, 
Virgil! firſt charmer of mine infant breaſt ; 


From whoſe immortal lamp, a thrilling ray, 
Throughout my ſoul with kindling luſtre ſhot ;. 

Nor whilſt with beamy light the God of day 
Illumes theſe eyes——ſhall V1ze1L be forgot. 


PERCY CLINTON SMYTHE, 


A R G UM R N T. 


Ariſtæus, ſon of Apollo and the b Cyrent, was paſhonately 
enamoured of E urydice, who, flying from him on the day of her 
marriage, with Orpheus, was bitten by a ſerpent, and died immedi- 
ately : Her Nymphs, grieved at this misfortune, deſtroyed all the 
Bees of Ariſteus, on which he deſcends to the watery Palace of his 
Mother, ſbe adviſes bim to viſit Proteus, and compel him to diſcloſe 
the cauſe of the calamity.— Thit God being ſubdued by the Youth, 
relates to him the adventures and melancholy fate of Orpheus and 
Eurydice :=-Cyrent then commands her Son to appeaſe the manes of 
the latter, by ſacrificing four Heifers and as many Bulls, out of the | 
entrails of which proceed ſeveral ſwarms of Bees. 


THE 


EPISOD E, &ec. 


« Paſtor Ariſtæus, fugiens Peneia Tempe, 

« Amiſſis, ut fama, apibus morboque fameque, 

« Triftis ad extremi ſacrum caput aftitit amnts, 

« Multa querens,” Cc. Virke, GEORG, LIB. Iv. 


I. 
LEAVING fair Tempe's ſweetly ſmiling vales,. 
| Reft of his bees, ſad Ariſtæus ſtood; 
Whilſt thus, with broken voice, he loud bewails, 
And mourns his loſs, o'er ſacred peneusꝰ flood. 
a ae; 
Parent CyrenE! from the pebbly deep 
Of this cool fountain, hearken to my pray'rs, 
O wherefore am I thus condemned to weep, 
And waſte mine hours in—unavailing tears? 


Tube EP IS ODE 
III. 


O wherefore am I ſprung of heavenly race 
Why do Love the Delian for my fire? 

« If driv'n from thy maternal kind embrace, 
&« I feel each torture, that the fates inſpire. 


IV. 


«* Why doſt thou bid me hope the joys of heav'n, 
When ev'ry earthly bliſs is ſnateh'd from me? 
Each comfort kinder fortune &'er had giv'n, 
4e Is wreſted from me by her harſh decree. 


V. 


« Come on then—ravage,—burn,—deftroy my land; 
« Open the molly flood-bank,—let the wave 

'« O'erwhelm my crop,—and with revengeful hand, 

Let ruin forth, — nor pity aught,—nor ſave!“ 


VI. 


His mournful plaint now gains his parent's ear, 
Who mid her nymphs, the buſy diſtaff plied; 
Clio and Beroe a matchleſs pair, | 
Of ancient Ocean both the joy and pride: 


* 
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VII. 


Both in the leopard's dappled ſpoils array ' d, 
Both girt with glitt'ring belts of flaming gold: 
Here ſat Phyllodoce, whoſe ringlets played 
Around her neck, in many a waving fold: 


VIII. 


The tawney maid Lycorias, and the bride, 
Who erſt had ſought Lucina's friendly aid; 
Drymo, and Arethuſa at her ſide, 
Ere love ſeduced her, Dian's favor'd maid. 


IX. 


Here ſweet Cymodoce her taſk purſues, 
Here Deiopeia turns the rolling wheel, 
Here Clymene aloud invokes the Muſe, 
And bids each heart the ſoft enchantment feel. 


R, 


Sne ſang the myſtic charms of tyrant love, 
That pow'rful tamer, of the human heart ; 

How gods, how men, alike are doom'd to prove 
The pleaſing torments of — keeneſt ſmart. 
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She ſang the Lemnian artiſt's jealous care, 
From rival Gods his blooming prize to hide, 
How Love inſpir'd the warlike God to dare 


A thouſand dangers for the beauteous bride. 
XII. 


Charm'd with her ſtrains, they heeded not the ſound: 
Of grief, that floated on the fount's calm breaſt, 
Until his woes again attention found, 
And the known voice his parent's ſoul poſſeſt. 


XII. 


Amaz'd, they ſtart their chryſtal ſeats they leave, | 7 
When Arethuſa raiſing high her head | | 4 
To view the cauſe, aſcends the amber wave, 1 
And to Cyrene thus aloud ſhe ſaid, 


XIV. 


Well mights't thou heed that mournful voice of pain, 
That voice of pain, from Ariſtzus flows, 


« Who bending o'er his parents wat'ry reign, 
« Bewails with bitter ſighs his many woes. 
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* XV. 
= % Cyrené thus—The youth here quickly lead 
4 0 'Thro' the wide Grotto's of our deep abodes; 
4 « For unto him, is by the fates decree'd 
4 « To view the habitations of the Gods. 
Il 
3 << Ye tributary ſtreams, ye founts divide, 
'N Leave in the midſt the pebbly paſlage free; 
K Le Naiads turn your moſs-bank'd rills aſide, 
1 Nor lead your wat'ry courſe athwart the way.“ 
= 
9 XVII. 
2% *T:s done—The-youth deſcends—with eager gaze 
- He marks the torrents which around him flow, 
4 Views ſhady groves, and fields with wild amaze, 
I With. all the wonders of the realms below. 
Y 
3 XVII, 
* ̃ 5 
9 Eridanus adorn'd with golden horns, 
2 Who wildly ruſhes thro' the Latian meads ; ) 
g | 
1 Where Caicus, where Lycus, pour their Urns, 
1 And where his rapid ſtream, old Tyber ſpreads. 
q 
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He ſaw ſmooth Phaſis ſteal along his ſhore, 
And where Enipeus rais'd his reed-crown'd head; 
Hypanis ruſhing with tremenduous roar, 
And deaf'ning clamor, o'er his rocky bed. 


a> 


RR. 


He enters now his parents cool retreat, 

Where hanging pumice, form'd a ſecret bow'r ; 
Impervious to the waves that idly beat 

Around its rugged fides, devoid of pow'r : 


XXI. 


His tender parent plac'd him by her ſide, 
And own'd the favor'd object of her care, 

High ſparkling bowls of wine ſome Nymphs provide, 

Others with joy the ſumptuous feaſt prepare. | 


XXII. 


Some burn Arabian gums, and cedam weed, 
Some draw cool water from the chryſtal ſpring— 
The reſt the tables load with choiceſt meat, 
Or ſofteſt napkins to the ftranger bring 


XXIII. 


Cyrene then commands the youth to take 

Two foaming bowls of Lydia's choiceſt wine, 
A ſacrifice to Ocean's God to make ; 

Then bids him in the myſtic rites to join 


XXIV, 


Three times the ſparkling draught the Goddeſs throws 
Upon the flames, to ancient Neptunc's praiſe— 
Three times the curling flames on high aroſe, 
Whilſt the cave's poliſh'd roof reflects the blaze 


XXV. 


Her mind with theſe auſpicious omens fir'd, 
+ She thus relates: © In deep Carpathia's bay, 
„The ſea-green Proteus dwells, in ſhades retir'd, , 
Far from the penetrating eye of day. 


XXVI. 


* 


* Drawn by his two legg'd ſteeds, (a wond'rous pair) 
* dOft times he traverſes tlie wat'ry way; 

This hoary headed ſage our Nymphs revere, . 
And Fear compels old Nereus to obey. . 


1 "fe EPISODES. 
XXVII. 


« The ſecrets dark, of Fate's myſterious womb, 
This wond'rous prophet knows, and knows alone, 
% What were, what are, and what are yet to come, 


Jo him are by the pow'r of magic known. 
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XXVIII. 


« In adamantine chains, him muſt thou bind, 
& And force to tell the cure for all thy woes, 

« Nor hope by prayers, or tears, to move his mind, 
“For -till compell'd, he nothing will diſcloſe. 
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4 Fear not, altho' the varying God ſhould turn 
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| « To many a monſtrous form, himſelf to free, 
| || « Tho” he like loudly hiſſing fire ſhould burn, 
il | « Or as a flowing ſtream glide ſwift from thee: 


XXX. 


« Or as a Dragon toil to burſt his chain; 
« Or in a Tyger's horrid likeneſs roar, 


« Tho' as a Lion he ſhould rear his mane, 


15 Still keep thy hold nor give the. conflict oer. 
— 


— 
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When panting Shepherds flee the mid-day heat, 
« To ſeek a ſhelter from Sol's ſcorching rays, 
« Myſelf will lead thee to the cool retreat, 


« Where lock d in ſleep, thou may'ſt the prophet ſeize.” 


XXXII. 


She ſpoke then ſcatter'd perfumes round his head, 
And in ambroſial dew. his limbs ſhe bath'd, 
Delicious odors o'er his form ſhe ſhed, 


Then thro' his Soul, a ſecret courage breath'd. - 
XXXIII. 
Worn by the daſhings of the roaring wave, 


Deep in a winding mountain's hollow ſide, 
There lies (half-hid from mortal eyes) a Cave, 
Where tempeſt-beaten barks in ſafety ride - 


XXXIV. 


There wildly-ſpreading ſea- weed twines around, 


By varying nature form'd in artleſs grace, 
There glitt'ring chryſtals ſtrew the rocky ground, 
And coral wreaths, the fretted ſides embrace 


10 The E PIS O DE 
XXXV. 


Involv'd in thickeſt clouds of ebon night, 


Beneath the ſhelter of the dripping roof, 
The youth conceals himſelf from human fight, 
His anxious parent ſwift retires aloof. 


XXXVI. 


No ſultry Sirius burns the parching plains, 
And Aether reddens with the ſolar fire, 

Now ſcorch'd with Phoebus” rays the Indian ſwains, 
To the cloſe coverts of the grove retire, 


XXXVII. 


Now weary'd with the labors of the day, 
Cerulean Proteus ſought his grot's cool ſhade, 
Whilſt ſcattering around the briny ſpray, 
The monſtrous ſea-calves in the waters play'd. 


XXXVIII. 


From the high ſummit of a tow'ring rock, 

His ſcaly herd with care the God review'd, 
Survey d the number of his ſportive flock, 

And then — to ſlumber ſinks with heat ſubdued. 
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XXXIX. 


So careful Shepherds at the cloſe of day, 
Count o'er their folds returning from afar, 
Whilſt the gaunt wolf lur'd by his fleecy prey 
Prowls round the flock, intent on nightly war. 


XL. 


Juſt as the ſage-compos'd his limbs to reſt, 
The youth ruſh'd onward with tremenduous ſound, 
And as he lay ſupine with toil oppreſs'd, 
In weighty chains his aged form he bound. 


XLI. 


The captive Proteus with fierce anger glows, 
Tries ev'ry method to effect eſcape; 

Now burns like fire, now as a river flows, 
And now aſſumes ſome horrid monſter's ſhape, 


XLII. 


But when he faw his wiles were all in vain, 
In his own proper form he ſtands confeſt— 
And with a thund'ring voice and threatning mien, 
Theſe words to Ariſtzus 2 addreſt 


| 
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XIIII. 


« Whence art thou daring youth and what thy name, 
Who bade thee to my ſecret court repair, 
* Thy buſineſs in this ſea-girt cave proclaim, 

« Or is it as a foe thou comeſt here?“ 


RL IV. — % 


« The ſecret ſorrows of mine aching heart 
O Proteus! well thou know'ſt,” the youth reply'd, , 


« And ev'ry ſting of ſtern misfortune's dart— 
« For nought from thee can we (poor mortals) hide” 


XLV. 


« To ſeek renewal of the joys I've loſt, 
© To learn the ſecrets of the ſiſters three, 


« Have I, O Proteus landing on thy.coaſt, 
« By force of arms enchain'd and vanquiſh'd thee,” 


XLVI. 


Then his fierce boſom boiled with flaming ire, 
And ſecret fury rankled in his breaſt, 

Whilſt his green eyes ſhot pale and livid fire, 

The dark decrees of fate the God confeſt—— 


A IS T Aa am 13 
XLVII. 


4 *Tis the juſt vengeance of a God he cry'd, 
« That hath amid thy hives this famine ſent, 
„ *Tis Orpheus, raving for his long-loſt bride, 
« Inflits on thee this direful puniſhment. 


XLVIII. 


J appeaſe Eurydice who whilſt ſhe fled— 
« Impetuous Ariſtzus thy embrace, 

« Obſerv'd it not—but with unwary tread, 
&« Preft a blue creſted ſnake amid the graſs. 


“ She ſank in death—her Nymphs a mourning band, 
« Fill'd Rhodope's wild rocks with ſorrow vain, 

„ Bade Hebrus' flood, and the Mavortian land, 
“% With Orithyia echo to the ſtrain. 


L. 


Thy ſpouſe ſweet bride ! bewail'd his hapleſs love, 
“ Oft by the riſing morn, or Cynthias' beam, 

Thou by the ſounding beach or filent grove, 
Wert, O Eurydice ! his conſtant theme. 
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LI. 


Thro' the Tœnarian gate he bent his courſe, 
And enter'd gloomy Plato's dire abode, 
Where by his hollow ſhell's melodious force, 


He ſooth'd to peace the unrelenting God. 


LIL, 
Drawn by the muſic of his melting ſong, 
„The ſhad'wy Ghoſts the godlike bard ſurround,. 
% 


From ev'ry part of Erebus they throng, 
« And liſt'ning ſtand—attentive to the ſound. 


LIII. 


Here mothers with their helpleſs babes were ſeen, 


« And godlike Heroes' ſtill undaunted ſhades, 


« Here valiant youths before their parents lain, 


« With aged fires and pure unſpotted maids. 
LIV. 


In numbers equal to the gath'ring flocks 
Of tender birds, which winter's ruthleſs pow'r 


cc 


Drives from the ſhelter of their native rocks, 


Jo ſeek a dwelling on ſome kinder ſhore. 
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* The ninefold horrors of the Stygian bound, 
* Theſe realms of never-dying grief encloſe— - 
« Here dark Cocytus girt with weeds around, 
« Unrippled by the breeze in filence flows. . 


LVI. 


« The furies fierce, the pow'r of mufic feel, 
And Cerberus, Hell's triple headed guard, 

« Ixiõn reſts upon the tort'ring wheel, 

* Whilſt Tartarus ſabdu'd bends to the Bard. 


LVIE 


« His ſpouſe again to liberty reſtor'd, 

© They quit the gloomy manſions of the dead, 
* Eurydice behind attends her Lord, 

For this injunction, Proferpine had laid. . 


LVII. 


* But ah! a ſudden madnefs ſeiz d his mind, 

No more on Proſerpine's commands he thought; 
He turn'd—he caſt one anxious look behind, 
If Hell could pardon, ſure à yenial fault. 


— 


16 The EPISODEY# 
LVIX. 


In one unguarded hour thoſe Joys were loſt, 
For which the Stygian horrors he had dar'd, 
* A groanthrice echoing o'er Avernusꝰ coaſt 
„(The mournful ſignal of his woe) is heard.“ 


LX. 


© Returning to the realms of blackeſt night, 
* My Orpheus whence this madneſs ſad ſhe cried, 
What envious pow'r denies to me the light, 
And ſnatches thee, O Orpheus: from thy bride. 


LXI. 


The ftern commands of Proſerpine tobey, 

© Behold my Orpheus from thine arms I go, 
-© Debarr'd for ever from the light of day, 
Again I join the gloomy ſhades below. 


LXII. 


« Farewell for e er farewell the hapleſs fair, 
In lightly curling ſmoke diſſolved away, 
Her mournful lover ſtood—in mute deſpair, 

« Alas to phrenzy wild—the certain prey. 
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LXIII. 


« How ſhall he heal the deadly wounds of grief, 

« How eaſe the tortures of his throbbing breaſt, 
« In what, ah! what ſhall he obtain relief, 

« Or to his ſoul impart a moment's reſt... 


LMV. 


« Th' infernal pilot of the ſhades no more 

« Would waft him o'er the Stygian ninefold bound, 
Nor is it now permitted to explore 

„The horrors of the dark Tænarian ground. 


4 Sev'n moons alone, by deſert Strymon's ſhore, - 
He mourn'd his bride in ſweetly plaintive ſong, 
« And by his mulic's all bewitching pow'r, 
©« Tam'd tygers fell and drew the woods along. 


LXVI. 


go Philomela pours her piteous moan, | 

* Robb'd by ſome peaſant, of her callow brood, *. 
« When from the quiv'ring poplar's ſhade alone, 

„ She fills with ſweeteſt melody the wood. 


18 De E PIS OD E y 
: 5 1 
T Warm'd by no ſecond Love, he fearleſs goes, 
' * Bewailing Hell's decree o'er deſarts wild, 
Oer regions cover'd with eternal ſnows, | 
Where Spring s luxuriant * ne'er had mil 4 
ILXVIn. 


The Thracian maidens with reſentment fir d, 
% For nuptial rites, and love refus'd with ſcorn, 
&* Apainſt the hallow'd minſtrel's life conſpir'd, 


And from his ſnowy. neck his head was torn. 


LXIX. 
< Eurydicẽ̃ ſtill faltered on his tongue, 
Whilſt floating down meand'ring Hebrus' tide, | 
„ Eurydict! Eurydicẽ he ſung, 
++ Eurydice the rocky ſhores replied,” 


1 
Thus having ſpoke, amid the deep profound, 
And circling waves immerg'd the hoary nol 


Whilſt viſiting again the ſacred ground, 
The fond Cyrene came her ſon. to cheer. 


A R515 ST + 8 -V © 
LXXI. 
« Baniſh my ſon this cauſeleſs fear,” ſhe ſaid, 
The Nymphs' attendant. on the maid appeaſe, 
% Tig they who have this weight of ſorrow laid, 
-« And ſent'theſe plagues amid thy thriving bees. 
LXXII. 


« Sele four Heifers and fourgmilk-white ſteers, 
« Erect four altars in the ſhady wood, 
« Addreſs the ſylvan Nymphs with vows and ptay'rs, 


Then ſprinkle on the turf the foaming blood. 


LXXIII. 


The ſlaughter'd cattle in the foreſt leave 
Till the ninth morn appears in light array'd, 


Then to the Bard Lethean poppy give 
« A tender Calf and black lamb to the maid.” 


LXXIV 


Swift to the leafy ſhade the youth repairs, 
And there his Parents ſacred will obeys— 
Four altars on the moſly turf he rears, 


On which with eager haſte the kine he ſlays— 


19 


20 e EPISODE, E.. 
Ona the nini morn the/bfiended bard t' appeaſe, 
The pious youth preſems the*oblations due 
When ſtrange to tell black ſwarms of buzzing bees 
Forth from the flaughter d beaſts in columns flew— 
Now ſtoop, now riſe, now on thepoplar bongh 
The cloſely gather d ſwarms fatigued alight 
And like to grapes in purple cluſters ſhew. 


Percy CLIN TON SMYTHE, 


. 
# Was 


